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Nuns Must Teach Kids 
And Dad and Mom Too 


By Catherine de Hueck 


Dear Sister, We spoke on vocations in my last letter. 
Frankly, I would like to go on talking about them; for, as 
I told you, they seem to me one of the most important needs 


of our days. 


Not only because, all over the land the need for 
teaching, nursing and helping Sisters is desperate, but 
especially because so many young women are not fulfilling 
the plan of God for them, are not answering His: special 


tender call to them. 


One of the reasons for this 
tragic situation, much as I 
hesitate to state it, is par- 
ents. These, by their own 
sublime and sacred vocation 
to the married state, should 
be the first to recognize, 
foster, and help the growth 
of that precious seed of God’s 
grace in the souls of their 
children. 

God’s Voice Unheard 

Alas, the spirit of secular- 
ism, materialism, and neo 
paganism that fills our dark 
world, has penetrated the 
stronghold of the average 
Catholic home, and jammed 
the radiation of right and 
wrong so thoroughly that 
the voice of God in the souls 
of the young is not only un- 
recognized, but, tragedy of 
tragedies, often drowned out. 

What is your role in this 
strange, un-christian situa- 
tion? To me, there are quite 
a few answers to that ques- 
tion. Among these is an 
effort, a very special effort, 
on your part, to enlist the 
help of the parents. 

You have organizations of 
your alumnae. That is good. 
But not enough. For many of 
your pupils have parents 
who may have gone to other 
schools than yours. Some 
may never have known a 
convent school. 

Why not organize, well 
and thoroughly, a parents’ 
association? They would 
meet regularly, say once a 
month (or oftener) and be 
apprised not only about the 
general state of studies, and 
the behavior of their child- 
ren, but on the goals you 
have set, and the means you 
employ to give those children 
the essence of their whole 
education. THE KNOWL- 
EDGE AND LOVE OF GOD 
THAT WILL TRANSLATE 
ITSELF INTO’ SERVICE 
AND LOVE OF NEIGHBOR. 

Let Parents Study Roles 


If you are not satisfied 
with these monthly meet- 
ings, the thorough explan- 
ation of the Faith, and of 
your Order’s vocations, then 
enlist the support of your 
teaching clergy. Establish 
days of recollection several 
times a year, in which par- 
ents would be given a full 
spiritual understanding of 
their role as PARENTS; 
which, among many other 
duties, would naturally in- 
clude the fostering and en- 
couraging of the vocations 
of their children. 

In the summer, when your 
large buildings are more or 
less empty, be host to the 
members of the Cana move- 





ment. Through the year, try 
to get all the parents in- 
terested in this new Catholic 
Action technique that so gal- 
lantly tries to restore the 
very heart of our nation, the 
Catholic home, to God. 

This work of supereroga- 
tion will pay huge dividends 
to your Community, the 

riesthood, and the whole of 
he many religious orders of 
our land. 

The time has come to 
make parents realize the true 
Catholic approach to life. 
For not only do they en- 
danger the souls of their off- 
springs, but most assuredly 
they place their own in very 
grave dangers by opposing 
God’s plan and will for their 
children. 

Strange as it may seem, 
you do have a responsibility 
to the parents of your pupils. 
How can you fulfill your own 
mission of helping to bring 
the young ones to God 
(which is why you exist) if 
all your efforts through the 
school year are undone in a 
home that is so tragically 
removed from all that really 
matters? ; 

Appeal To Hierarchy 

Perhaps, since you have 
quite an entree to the Or- 
dinary of the dioceses in 
which you are located, you 
could try to enlist the 
bishop’s support in this re- 
Christianization of parents. 
He in turn may use =. par- 
ish priests to round out your 
efforts. 

Unless this is done, and 
done on a wide and large 
scale, the forces of evil that 
besiege us on all sides will 
win at least a temporary. 
victory over us. And I need 
not tell you the cost of that. 
It is horrible even to con- 
template. 

Summer Schools for par- 
ents, of a week’s duration, or 
more, are yet another means 
that can be used fairly suc- 
cessfully to achieve this all 
important goal. 

Stilb another is the pub- 
lishing of special little 
papers, mimeographed or 
printed by you, that are 
monthly taken home by your 
pupils, and which restate in 
direct and simple language, 
for the sake of parents, the 
fullness and beauty of your 
holy vocations. 

I could go on indefinitely 
suggesting ways and means 
to reach the parents. But 
then so, I am sure, can you. 

The main point I wanted 
to make in this letter is that 
i have to face the fact, as 

as the Church, as have we 


‘ 





all, that many vocations are 
stifled and lost. . . incredible 
as it seems, IN CATHOLIC 
HOMES ... and that some- 
thing MUST be done about 
it soon. 

If not, the wrath of God 
will fall on all of us. 
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Lonely Hills 


WwW. C. Dwyer 











An invitation from a col- 
league, to preach at a Gold- 
en Jubilee Mass for a teach- 
ing Sister in my _ native 
parish ... That is the most 
important letter in the mail 
today. 

Forty-seven years ago I 
sat in the class for beginners, 
when this Sister came _ to 
teach in the parish school. 
She has been there ever 
since, and is still moulding 
the little darlings of the 
primary grades. 

Little But Oh My! 

I have some misgivings 
about pronouncing myself a 
“little darling” in those dist- 
ant days. I was “‘little,” sure, 
but, if my memory serves me 
right, I was no “darling” in 
anybody’s eyes but mother’s. 
(God rest her _ beautiful 
soul.) A true mother never 
admits any faults in her boy, 
except in the basement, the 
bedroom privacy,’ or the 
woodshed. There is no argu- 
ment then, either, and no 
publication, because the 
“poor guy” admits his fault 
rather than hurt mother, in 
taking the strap... ; 

Say! If I look backward 
too often or for too prolonged 
a period I'll find myself 
heading in that direction. I 
don’t think it is good to live 
“in the past” all the time. A 
rapid glance over your 
shoulder, to get your bear- 
ings, as it were, is all that 

(Continued on Page Three) 





Shy Author Writes To 
His Unwanted Readers 


(When the writer of this piece exhorts you, earnestly, 
not to read it, he means “please read it.’ When he begs you 
to turn the page, he is actually imploring you not to do so 
until you have read every word onthe page. When he demands 
that you “skip this column,” he means, naturally, “don’t skip 
it.” He is a humble sort of chap, so humble he does not want 
his name used. But there is no writer living who does 
not want his writing read. And there is no editor alive who 
does not want to run “good stuff,” if he has it to run, no matter 


who the author.) 


You in the Reading Public, 
don’t read this! You who 
have time to read only one 
or two articles, turn the 
page! You who look to Res- 
toration for inspiration, skip 
this column! 

Why? Well, it’s a long 
story. It all started this sum- 
mer when I spent a couple 
of weeks at Madonna House. 
Did I like it? Of course I 
liked it. If someone present- 
ed you with the happiest two 
weeks of your life and at the 
same time spoon-fed you 
with more grace than you 
ever knew existed, wouldn’t 
you like it? You’d want to 
yell and shout and spread 
the news. I did. You’d want 
to tell the world. I did. 

Seize That Chance 

So now I have my chance. 
Now I have the opportunity 
to retell in flowery phrases 
all the happiness that was 
mine this summer. Now it’s 
my turn, eloquently to sing 
the praises of God. 

But I just ain’t flowery. 
I don’t feel the least bit 
eloquent. I sat down, pen in 
hand and waited for God to 
start writing. That was a 
couple of weeks ago and He 
hasn’t said a word yet. 

So what am I to do? I’d 
love to tell you my impres- 
sions of the Baroness and of 
Mr. D., but who am I to try 
to tell that which has al- 
ready been told so often by 
sO many so well? A lot of you 
know them as well as I do; 
some of you, even better. I’d 
love to tell you of the beauty 
of Combermere: of the tall 
green pines that, as Bob Lax 
putit... 

”rise up like prayer 
Along the hill and pierce 
the sky.” 
and of the time Ricardo and 
I lay on the damp, dew-cov- 
ered grass for half an hour 
admiring the great cathedral 
Christ had painted in the 
dark sky , above Madonna 
House with the shimmering 
shades of the northern 
lights. But why speak of 
these? Are these monuments 
to the Glory of God not com- 
mon to all of this great 
country of ours? 
Grab That Pen 

So what can I say about 
Madonna House that you 
don’t already know? How 
can I describe the spirit of 
Madonna House which defies 
description, which is evident 
only to those who have visit- 
ed her grounds, who have 
eaten at her table, who have 
entered into her discus- 





sions? Or should I call them 
His grounds, His table, and 
His discussions? 

Perhaps herein lies the 
secret of Madonna House, 
for here everything is His. 
Everything accomplished is 
done for Him and with His 
help. Everything received is 
received from Him, through 
His grace, and returned to 
Him through his poor. 

But why should I call this 
a secret? Is there anything 
new in Madonna House? Is 
this not just Christian life 
being lived as Christ lived it 
2000 years ago? Does not all 
this just add up to the one 
word, ‘Love’? Yes, ‘“Love”’! 
Love which is sacrifice. Love 
which is truth. Love which. 
knows no color, creed, or sex. 
Love which is God-inspired 
and God-modeled. Love 
which lends joy to labor. 
Love which places God first, 
neighbor second, self third. 
Love is the “secret” of Ma- 
donna House. 

Use That Pencil 

Oh God! How can I thank 
You for the privilege of visit- 
ing Madonna House? For two 
weeks I tasted the sweet 
fruit of heavenly happiness. 
Why did Your infinite love 
pick me to be the recipient 
of your life-giving Grace? 

Now, back in this crazy 
merry-go-round we call civil- 
ization, I often think of 
Madonna House. In this 
madhouse of night clubs, 
burlesques, and filthy pulp 
magazines we call enter- 
tainment, I often remember 
the many happy evenings 
spent in discussion of Him, 
or reading of Him around 
the cozy fireplace of the 
Madonna House library. 

In this hell of fears, frus- 
trations, wars, and hydrogen 
bombs, I often long for the 
peace and friendliness I 
found on the banks of the 
Madawaska. 

What a lesson the world 
could learn from Madonna 
House! What would such a 
world be like? The Rt. Rev. 
M. M. Coady once amply 
described such a world and, 
I might add, went a long way 
towards obtaining it. He 
called it... “A Society in 
which one does not have to 
be a hero to be a Christian.” 
Think of it — a society in 
which every person you met 
was filled with a true Chris- 
tion spirit! 

Tell Us About It 

Such a society is not im- 

possible. And you and I are 
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WHERE LOVE IS—GOD IS 


God reveals Himself to us in sO Many, many 
ways! To those who seek Him, He is everywhere, al- 
ways waiting to be found, loved, adored, and served. 
And those who do arise and seek Him out, and 
render Him the homage that is His due and the love 
He asks for so gently and constantly, He repays with 
a measure pressed down and overflowing, in the coins 
of peace, happiness, joy, and strength. : - 

Among the many ways that lead to Him are 
the wide and beautiful roads of the printed word. In 
this our mid-century times, Catholc literature indeed 
is flowering as it seldom has before. 


Many and varied are the books that flow from 
publishing houses, whose owners nave often made 
their work one of love of God and of Catholic Action. 
Disregarding the profit motive, they have brought 
beautiful books within the reach of many who could 
not afford them before, or who even did not know of 
the treasures that were so close at hand. 


All over the world libraries have sprung up, 
parish, and private, of the Lay Apostolate and of 
Religious Orders. Libraries, in the slums, in the better 
parts of town. By mail, and close at hand. Widening 
still further the circle of availability of books. 


Magazines literally pour out from _ presses; 
Catholic magazines for every age, every taste, every 
pocket book. Newspapers have multiplied constantly, 
bringing the Catholic point of view to all who want 
to get it. Even a Catholic daily has appeared in the 
U.S.A., where the need for it was so great. 


And yet millions of Catholics still prefer the 
_ trash of the world, the muddy streams of filth, the 
dank and stinking rivers of secular “fact and fiction.” 
The secular word mars all lines of demarcation, blurs 
all true issues, and finally brings the mind to the 
most tragic state of all, the confusion between good 
and evil. Then the mind, given man by God to know, 
to love and to serve Him, begins to know, to love, and 
to serve the devil. 


Christ of the Catholic Printed Word, Who re- 
veals Himself in it so graciously and under so many 
aspects, Who blesses every black sign on every white 
page of it, who calls to souls from every Catholic 
catalogue, every book-shop, every little or big 
magazine or paper — wake us up! Show us the error 
of our ways. Open our eyes that we may see; and 
seeing, understand; and understanding, begin to read 
only what_will bring us to You, and what will give us 
true peace and happiness. 


For well you know that unless we turn our 
faces, minds, and souls to Thee, unless we seek Thee 
in all things and especially in the printed word, which 
these days is one of Your most powerful apostles, we 
shall perish! | 


Mary, Seat of. Wisdom, you who were so learned 
in the Scriptures, Our Own Lady of Letters, bring us 
to Catholic Books! Make us read Catholic Magazines 
and Papers daily! 


You who fed Christ with the pure milk of your 
virginal breasts, feed our minds with His thoughts, 
teachings and ways — through the Catholic Press. 


Seb 


}— 








Father John Ireland Gal- 
lery, rector of St. Cecelia’s 
Church in Chicago, has a- 
bout finished his book, 
“Bombs or Beads?’’. You can 
take your choice, that is. Say 
the Rosary, as Our Lady of 
Fatima implored; or get 
yourself bombed. 

Father John has visited 
various parts of the world 
where Our Lady has appear- 
ed, and has gone into his 
subject with his customary 
thoroughness. In a recent 
letter he asked if he should 
not call his book, “The Age 
of Mary,” and discard his 
present title. My advice was 
to keep “Bombs or Beads?”, 
since there are sO many, 
many millions of people in 
the English speaking world 
who wouldn’t know what he 
meant by the “Age of Mary.” 
They would ask each other 
what the girl’s age had to 
do with it; and they might 
become flippant and irrever- 
ent. Catholics included. 


FIVE ACRE MEDITATIONS 


by Hddie Doherty 











say, as Father John said, 
that they were in an atro- 
cious spot. The two priests 
couldn’t see the stage except 
at a terrible angle. But what 
happened? An usher saw 


their Roman collars. He tut-]& 


tut-tutted. 

That priests should be 
placed in such abominable 
seats! 

He beckoned. He ushered 
them into seats in the first 
row, center, the costliest 
seats in the place. And there 
they stayed until the play 
had ended, undisturbed. 

Now let me tell you about 
a lay man whose love for 
Mary is as great, it seems to 
me, as any priest’s. He would, 
however, and in spite of his 
belief in God and the ten 
commandments, shoot me 
without a single qualm of 
pity or remorse, if I men- 
tioned his name in connect- 
ion with his devotion. 

He writes of having once 
received two Hosts in Com- 





Bishop Lauds 


Mr. and Mrs. E. Doherty, 
Combermere, Ontario. 


Dear Mr. and Mrs. Doherty:- 


I have perused the first number of “RESTOR- 
ATION,” and I offer you my congratulations and my 


“Restoration” 
January 10th, 1948. 


Blessing, that the mustard seed you are planting in 
Combermere may grow up into a great and flourish- 
ing tree. Never before in. the history of mankind has 
there been so urgent a necessity for the restoration 
of peace and love among people of goodwill as is called 
for today in this stricken and bleeding world, in order 


_that the fruits of God’s justice may become a reality. ° 


I recommend without hesitation to the Clergy, 
Religious Communites and the Faithful of Pembroke 
Diocese your timely publication, and I pray the Holy 
Spirit to guide your pen, in placing before our Chris- 
tian people here and elsewhere the true social and 
economic principles upon which rests the Brother- 
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hood of man, under the Fatherhood of God. 
With every kind wish and blessing for 1948, 
Your’ faithfully in Christ, 
i WILLIAM J. SMITH, 


Bishop of Pembroke. 








The Age of Mary 


This IS the age of Mary, 
of course. The tragedy is 
that so few of us realize it. 

Another Father John — 
Father Callahan, of Rochest- 
er, N.Y. — who arrived at 
Madonna House a day or so 
after Christmas — is a slave 
of Our Lady’s, after the fash- 
ion of St. Grignion de Mont- 
fort. He was telling us of his 
recent adventures abroad. 
Our Lady was actually his 
guide. 

If he had no special ar- 
rangements for food, lodg- 
ings, a chapel on which to 
say Mass, or tickets to this 
or that, he had a sublime 
faith in Our Lady’s power. 

“God will provide,” he 
zor saying, “through 

a ” 


Did he want to see the 
Passion Play at Oberammer- 
gau? It was too bad. But 
there were no reservations. 
Not one. And there was no 

lace in the town where a 
raveller could stay over 
night: 

So Father 
there. 

He found a very wonderful 
bed in an orphan asylum, 
and a beautiful chapel for 
Mass. He was given a good 
breakfast. And one of the 
nuns knew a man who had 
two very low-priced tickets 
for the Passion Play, which 
he could not use. Father 
John bought the tickets for 
himself and a fellow slave of 
Mary. 

Two Roman Collars 

The seats were in a very 

bad place. One might even 


John went 
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munion. 


“One Host,” he said, “was 
‘regular,’ the other most 
unusual! The second Host 
rested on the regular, and 
in my mouth felt curled, or 
raised up! You must have 
seen Hosts in the Ciborium. 
Did you ever see One that 
was not flat? I never did. 
From the feeling on my 
tongue the shape of that 
Host would stand out among 
the rest in the most notice- 
able way. Also, the priest 
could hardly be able to place 
it on top of the other, unless 
he used two free hands. 

The Work.of Mary 

“However .. . I considered 
this is to be the work of Our 
Lady ... to let me know that 
she was pleased by a new 
and original devotion I had 
been practicing for a short 
time previously . . . and to] 
encourage me to keep on 
with it. 


“Eddie, haven’t you often 
thought of how poor, and 
cold, and inadequate, is our 
love of Our divine Lord, in 
receiving Him in Holy Com- 
munion? I often have. Es- 
pecially as regards my own 
love for Him. I go to many, 
many Masses, and almost 
always receive at the first 
one. So, as Holy Communion 
is being distributed at the 
other Masses, and I am free 
to look and think ! ! ! of m 
own coldness, I begin to call 
on Our Lady to make up with 
her love for this coldness of 
mine, and my neighbors. 

“For each one who sre- 

(Continued on Page Three) 
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The B’s Corner 


February is press month 
throughout the Catholic 
world. After much prayer 
and thought I have finally 
gathered courage to add our 
little humble voice to the 
reat chorus of our elder and 
bigger brothers, and speak 
to you, dear friends, of our 
paper — RESTORATION, 
which is now three years old. 

It was with great diffi- 
dence and humility that we 
began the publication of it, 
in December, 1947. For grave 
and immense are the respon- 
sibilities of Catholic pub- 
lishers and writers. True, 
theirs is a special talent, 
given them by God, and they 
would be gravely remiss if 
they did not use it for His 
greater glory. But so potent 
is the written word, so great 
its influence, that even when 
talent and urge combine in 
a soul, there also is a great 
deal of natural and super- 
natural fear. 

The Bishop’s Blessing 

We felt that we could un- 
dertake this specialized work 
only with the blessing of our 
Ordinary, Most Rev. W. J. 
Smith, Bishop of Pembroke, 
Ont., Canada. The letter he 
so graciously wrote us is re- 
printed again for your per- 
usal.in this issue. We treas- 
ure it greatly, for it is to us 
both a source of courage and 
assurance. 


Learned as we might be, 
through the grace of God, 
given us through Mary, still 
both of us felt we had to 
fortify ourselves with all the 
help the Church affords 
those driven to launch into 
the deep for Christ’s sake. 

So once more we turned 
to our spiritual father, the 
bishop, and asked him’ to 
appoint a censor for our 
paper, knowing that if priest- 
ly eyes and a priestly mind 
could check our writing, we 
would never, even unknow- 
ingly, offend God’s laws or 
those of His Church. Thus 
it was that, graciously, His 
Excellency, appointed Father 
Charles Jones of the Holy 
Name Church, Pembroke, 
our censor. 


Now we felt secure, and 
free to launch our project. 
Thus it was that Restoration 
was born. Because of your 
constant interest, it has been 
self-supporting. We thank 
you for this. 

Our Aim, More Readers 

But as all parents watch 
their children’s growth and 
development anxiously, so 
do we our printed child, 
desiring with a great desire 
to see it grow and prosper, 
desiring also to reach ever 
more souls with the message 
of love that fills our hearts 
to overflowing. 


Restoration is not only my 
child, and that of Eddie 
Doherty, my husband, nor 
is it published merely to give 
us an opportunity to exercise 
such writing talents as we 
have been given by God. It 
is the organ of an established 
Lay Apostolate. To be exact 
it is the organ of Friendshi 
House (Madonna House 
Rural Apostolate of the 
Canadian Province. 


We have another paper 
for the U.S.A. province of 
Friendship House, called the 
Catholic Interracialist. It is 
published from our Chicago 
House. It deals with wie 
the U.S. If you are interested 
in. interracial justice, espec- 
ially for the Negro, you 
would like this paper. ; 

Restoration brings to you 
the fruits of twenty years’ 
experience in the apostolate 
of Catholic Action, Market- 
place style. True, it is the 

(Continued on Page Three) 
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The holidays of the last 
two months are by now but 
a sweet memory to which we 
of Madonna House go often 
back and back again. But 
for the most part we are busy 
with the duty of the moment 
which, the spiritual writers 
tell us, is the duty of God. 

The Red Cross Home Nurs- 
ing course that I started to 
give in November, at the ad- 
jacent village of Palmer 
Rapids, to some 30-eager 
ladies, is nearing its end. The 
studies begun by the Staff 
are progressing. Did we tell 
you that it takes many years 
really to train a Staff Worker 
of Friendship House? There 
is so much to learn. 

Study, Study, Study 

First come the fundament- 
als of spiritual life. Then the 
whole set-up of the way of 
life, and the goal of the 
Friendship House apostolate. 
Then the marvelous plan of 
the Papal Social Encyclicals, 
and also the Co-op Move- 
ment, which of course in- 
cludes that of the Credit 
Unions. 

Interracial Justice, with- 
out which social justice 
WILL fail. The Rural Apos- 
tolate. The back-to-the-land 
movement. The restoration 
of the family and home to 
Christ. The history of the 
Lay Apostolate. These and 
many other and allied sub- 
jects have to be mastered, 
not to forget theology for 
lay folks, and the techniques 
of Evidence Guild that give 
such a good background of 
apologetics. Of course it all 
goes together with a life of 
work and prayer, so the 
acquiring of knowledge is 
slow. But, just because it is 
integrated daily, it is more 
thoroughly learned than it 
might be otherwise. 

Hope For Cash 

The Summer School, and 
the preparations for it, are 
also part of our days. This 
year we hope to have enough 


By Catherine Doherty 
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cash (from the Holy Ghost) 
tg print a prospectus. Our 
facuity is almost all chosen 
and contracted for, but we 
are still looking for a house- 
mother for St. Joseph’s 
House, where our young 
ladies will live. 

Is there an older person, 
willing to come and stay the 
whole six weeks and act as 
such? Anyone interested, 
please write, remembering 
that there is never any sal- 
ary attached to our activi- 
ties, all of them being done 
for the love of God. 

Sewing, mending, working 
on handicrafts, form part of 
our lives these days. And of 
course the usual works of 
mercy and chores are always 
with us. So the longer days 
of late winter pass through 
our fingers even as the beads 
of a rosary, each bead God’s, 
through Mary. 

And, naturally, para- 
mount on our minds these 
days is RESTORATION, our 
little paper. 

Subscribe, Subscribe 

We are in the midst of a 
subscription drive. We are 
still dreaming that fantastic 
dream of FIVE THOUSAND 
SUBSCRIPTIONS! 

The trouble with all of us 
at Madonna House, and per- 
haps in all the other Friend- 
ship Houses, is that once we 
get a dream in God, and for 
God, we just can’t let go. Our 
faith is unshakable, and 
time’ seems non _ existent. 
Five thousand we dreamed 
ee and five thousand 
some day, through: His Im- 
maculate Mother, it will be! 

But won’t you help us just 
a wee bit by sending in a 
subscription for a friend, re- 
newing your own if it has 
lapsed, cr even becoming a 
center for subscriptions? 

Truly it is fun to make 
dreams in God come true. 
Why not try? These dreams 
carry great and unexpected 
blessings with them. 





THE B’S CORNER 


(Continued from Page Two) 


voice of a small group... 
but also it is the voice of the 
Commandos of the Church 
who have been given the in- 
estimable call, by God Him- 
self, to embrace this strange 
vocation to the forgotten 
ones of Christ in the alley- 
ways and by-ways of the 
world. 
Voice of “Masses” 


Humbly and softly we 
speak in our littleness. But 
we speak from the depths of 
an experience that few 
others today possess. 

Our voice is really that of 
the “masses” with whom we 
live, and whom we serve. 

Please remember that un- 
less you listen to the voice 
of these masses, tomorrow 
you may bear the brunt of 
their long silence. They have 
endured, voicelessly, for cen- 
turies, many wrongs. Listen 
while there is still time to 
right those. wrongs. The 
“masses” will not be voiceless 
always. 

re Restoration is 
small... Restoration is hum- 
ble .. . Restoration is as yet 
little known. But we hope 
that you will make it bigger 
... Keep it humble... . and 
make it better known. . 
BY SUBSCRIBING NOW! 

ONLY ONE DOLLAR PER 


YEAR! 


PAX TE XTI. 





AMONG THE LONELY 


(Continued from Page One) 
is required to get yourself 
stepping lively again. 

But when the shadows 
lengthen and the gloaming 
of life’s day gathers stealth- 
ily around, it is hard not to 
hear the echoes that come 
into one’s quietude. Mem- 
ories call wistfully, 
and tenderly across the vista 
of the years, down the long 
lane. No good purpose is 
served by altering our course 
to listen to these voices that 
come out of the past, how- 
ever sweet and tender they 
may be. Our haven lies a- 
head. 

What To Say? 

And this address I am ex- 
ected to deliver lies ahead 
oo. What am I going to say? 

Fifty years as a religious 
is a long, long story of a 
myriad of little deeds of love 
that make up the romance of 
a maiden’s life in the bower 
of Jesus, her Spouse. Almost 
half a century in the class- 
room is a heroic struggle too, 
in the service of the same 
Master. 

As in any walk of life, so 
also in the religious state 
and the teaching profession, 
there are shadows that come 
and go. Some fitful and light. 


-|Some deep and impenetrable 


There are times, when the 
very outline of our road is 
lost to view. Our efforts bear 
no seeming results. There is 
nothing but ingratitude and 
forgetfulness. We pause in 
dismay. 
: Sock, Sister, Sock! 

We are then liable to 
weary of the struggle. The 


softly,|P 





confines of the fighting ring 
are becoming quite dim. The 
audience and the cheering 
seem awfully far away. I 
have often experienced these 
“moments” but, I used to 
bolster up my courage by 
repeating to myself the 
secret of Jim Corbett’s suc- 
cess as a boxer in the ring: 
“Fight one more round.” 


. The man who fights one 
more round is never licked. 
I am going to give that ad- 
vice to Sister from the pulpit. 

“Fight one more round, 
Sister, even though the 
burden of the years weighs 
you down.” When these 
shadows come it is the time 
of test. 

The timid milktoast war- 
rior gives up in despair or 
sinks down in morose resig- 
nation. Some, like the lat- 
ter, become very sour on life. 
Others get vindictive with 
extremely raw characters. 

The Bell Will Ring 

When the going gets tough 

the resolve to “fight one 


more round” is joined by a 
flow of spiritual courage, 
that enables us to capitalize 
on adversity and our short- 
comings. We are going 
strong when the bell rings. 

There are legions today 
who react to the problems of 
life in a futilitarian way. 
They appear to have resigna- 
tion, but they are sadly 
devoid of spiritual courage. 
There is no meaning or pur- 
pose in their living. It is 
recisely this spirit of timid- 
ity and goose-stepping with 
the popular trend that has 
secularized much of our 
Catholic way of living to an 
alarming degree. 

It is in the modern systems 
of education that we really 
find blatant secularism — 
the tragedy of modern edu- 


cation. 


What appears to be the 
understanding of any youth 
with regard to his aim in 
education? He feels (it is in 
the atmosphere around him) 
that he is being trained for 
the purpose of getting a job 
after graduation and, in his 
own words, “earning some 
real folding money.” 

Educated Animals 


Alas! Youth in the “bread 
and butter” chain gang, 
training to become proficient 
animals — beeves and fat- 
lings, for the stockyard and 
market place of the _ sub- 
versive baron of wealth and 
power! Youths, with no pur- 
pose outside themselves! 

After gradyation they pro- 
ceed to act like the animals 
education was grooming. 

Modern systems do well to 
educate in all the sciences, 
arts, and crafts; but these 
should only be the means. 
Secularization has made 
these the end. 

The lowly Sister whose 








jubilee we are going to cele- 
brate and who -began to 
mould characters some fifty 
years ago, is now nearing the 
end of the lane. She has 
come “smiling through” in 
her own soul and in her 
works. 


The shadows that some- 
times engulfed her did not 
cause her to lose her way, 
or put her out of the run- 
ning. She had within herself 
a well-spring of spiritual 
courage to carry through her 
ideal and her destiny. 

To Mould Others 


And that destiny was “To 
know, love, and serve God, 
and to mould others to do 
likewise.” By her faithful- 
ness to duty she taught that 
true religion clothes all life, 
even its darkest:days. In her 
class the child learned that 
the most menial tasks take 
on a divine significance when 
one realizes the infinite 
worth of the human soul. 
This was Godly education, 
the only true education. 


I shall ask all those who 
sat before this teacher’s 
desk, and all those who were 
blessed with true Catholic 
education, humbly to thank 
Almighty God for the assur- 
ance they received, that they 
really matter beyond the 
power of man to measure. 

With pride, with joy, with 
gratitude, we’ll place a gold- 
en crown on Sister’s beloved 
head. Tenderly, with deep 
affection, we'll place that 
crown. Then we'll grasp her 
hand and wish her well, for 
we feel that she is going to 
fight another round. She’ll 
be in there punching when 
the bell rings. 





In Thine Ocean 


By Catherine de Vuick 











Nothing, but the middle of 
the sea! 

Everything shimmers, and 
the tips of the waves have 
the color of spear heads. 


Each movement lifts me over 
the billows. 
The solid ground is gone, 
everything is far away, 
Now that I am floating in 
Thine Ocean, O Love. 

The large waters of silence 
unfurl over my shoulders, 

And cover me as witha 
smooth mantle. 

Behind are the towers and 
fields, 

And the quiet of everyday 
roads, 

Behind is the ship too slow. 

Nothing other than the 
seas! 

But I know that on the 
beach, 

Thou waitest, as Thou hast 
waited for Peter, 

With a small fire, and a meal 
of bread and fish. 


FIVE ACRE ‘MEDITATIONS 


(Continued from Page Two) 
ceives, I recite these ejacul- 
ations: ‘Queen of all hearts’; 
‘Our Lady of the Most Bless- 
ed Sacrament’; ‘Our Lady of 
the Sacred Heart.’ Over and 
over, again I say these words. 
It seems to be just right for 
the motions and timing of 
the priest. (Try it and see 
for yourself.) 

The Love of Mary 

“Of course just to recite 
all this doesn’t mean much. 
But if you put your heart 
into it, with the intention 
of welcoming Our Lord with 
the love of His mother — 
well, I doubt that you can 
do a'‘much nicer thing, and 
I feel certain that you will 
please All Heaven, especially 
its Queen!” 

I know a nun who also 
received two Hosts at the 
Same time. She had asked 
God to arrange her Com- 
munion that way, as a sign 
that He loved her. His 
answer was so Startling, so 
quick, and so sweet that she 
never quite recovered from 
it. 

I am sure it was Our Lady 
who saw to it that Sister got 
her message. Her solicitude 
for each and all of us is so 
great that she will go to any 
end — even to swinging the 
sun around her little finger 
— to bring us closer to God, 
her Father, her Spouse, and 
her Son. 





Prayer 
When We Burn 
A Candle 


A pledge of love I offer Thee 

O Sacred Heart divine, 

A burning taper placed 

before 

Thy Eucharistic shrine. 

As melts the wax beneath 

the flame, 

Which ever heav’nward 
turns, 

So melts my heart with glow- 
ing love— 

And for Thy presence yearns. 

But, Ah sweet Lord, when 
duty calls 

I cannot with Thee stay, 

Tho fain I’d tarry near Thy 
throne 

To watch with Thee and 











pray. 

This candle, then, will tell 
Thee all 

My yearning heart would tell. 

Could I but stay all night 
and day 

Before Love’s Prison cell. 


SHY AUTHOR WRITES 
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the ones that can make it 
possible. That’s what I said. 
You and I. You who read 
this, whether it be in your 
own private library, or by the 
light of your miner’s lamp 
as you munch a few cold, 
coal-dust-covered sandwich- 
es, we can make such a world 
—you and I. It’s not a job 
to be left to the bishops and 
riests of the world, nor to 
uhe DeHuecks, or Dohertys, 
or Dorothy Days, or Coadys; 
it’s up to us. 
If a small handful of ard- 
ent communists could al- 
most gain control of this 
country, think of what a 
million ardent Catholics 
could do! 

Well, that, in a nut shell, 
is Madonna House. If you 
want to learn more, you'll 
Have to visit the place your- 
self. I’m sure the Baroness 
(she’ll crown me for this) 
will be only too glad to have 
a And if, after reading 
his, you feel like writing in 
and cancelling your sub- 
scription to Restoration, 
don’t do it. It isn’t usually 





quite so hard up for con- 
tributors. 
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A Fabulous 
Woman ! 











Ours is an extraordinary 
mail. We get, of course, as 
many bills as most people, 
and as many requests for 
funds. We get, perhaps, as 
many complaints as_ the 
average monthly newspaper 
in the Catholic field. We get 
as Many verbal bouquets. 


What is extraordinary is 
the friends we make; especi- 
ally those who confide tre- 
mendous secrets in us, those 
who solicit our advice, and 
those who reveal themselves 
in the full drama of their 
troubled lives. These letters 
we answer as we may. But 
now and then there comes 
a letter so full of the joy of 
living that we can hardly 
wait to publish it in our 
paper. And the letter from 
Rita Maria, which came to 
us last November, was one 
of these. Let us quote just 
a little of it: 

What A Book! 

“I was going to tell you a 
little bit about mother — 
couldn’t tell you everything 
because I’d have to write a 
book. She was orphaned 
when she was three years old 
and went to live with a priest 
until she was ten. (Remind 
me to tell you sometime of 
the day when she said 
‘merci, cochon’ to a very dig- 
nified wire At ten she 
started working on farms 
here and there, and earned 
her living . . . until she mar- 
ried. A year or so later she 
had severe lung hemorrh- 
ages, and made a vow to St. 
Rita of Cascia that if she was 
cured she would adopt an 
orphan and name it for her. 
That’s how I became.one of 
the Gauvins. She went a- 
round looking at babies, and 
one day she found me.. ‘Fred, 
I must have this one; she is 
so ugly; if I don’t adopt her 
no one else will.’ 

“TI was five weeks old then. 
I haven’t improved much 
since. Mother couldn’t have 
children so she kept on 
adopting—four of us. Later 
she started on foreigners, 
two priests from Argentina 
... and I’ve lost count of the 
unwed mothers we had here 
until their babies. were born 
and placed in good homes. 

“My mother has a heart 
as big as all outdoors. She’s 
an amazing woman; and 
none could be more humble.” 


But There’s More 


Naturally we wrote to Rita 
Maria; and back came a 
letter about her mother’s 
grandmother! 

Rita said, mildly, that this 
woman was “rather fabu- 
lous.” We’ll let you judge as 
to that. 


“She was a pink and white 
little thing, blue-eyed and 
dainty. She married for the 
first time at 26, a widower 
with 16 children. In those 
days marriages were arrang- 
ed by the parish priest. She 
gave birth to eight children. 

“Her first husband died 
and left her with all those 


other widower, an Irishman 
with 18 children. He died. 
She: tried another widower. 
He only had six. She had one 


died she married the fourth 
widower, who brought her 
five more children. She did 
not remarry after the last 
husband died. 
Alas No Fifth 

“T always said she caught 
cold chasing after the fifth 
husband. But can you im- 
agine four husbands and 
more than 50 children? 

“For years afterward, they 
used the old homstead for an 
almshouse, it was so huge. 
Of course the old lady never 
had a maid. She gave birth 
to a couple of children with- 
out even a midwife to help 
her. And during a smallpox 
epidemic when one of her 
husbands, and one of her 
children, died, she had to 
prepare them for burial all 
by herself. The older child- 
ren dug the graves. 

“A woman like that never 
dies, do you think?” 

A woman like that, 
think, lives forever. 


we 





Hark, A Plea from 
Magnet, Manitoba 











This is a humble request 
to help us build a little 
chapel 30’ by 40’ in Magnet, 
a village with a future, 12 
miles south of Toutes-Aides, 
Man. For almost five years 
we have been saying Mass 
in the Community-Hall, 
which is both unsuitable and 
unsatisfactory. An army-hut 
has been bought and the 
moving is paid for. At this 
moment however we are out 
of financial means for such 
an enterprise. The founda- 
tions should be put in as 
soon as possible. The men of 
the parish are more than 
able to do all the work, but 





are unable to pay for all the 


children. She married an-|{ 


child with him. When he|‘ 











The Purification 


‘ 


By 
E. Martin Moscato 





“Whoever is a very little 
one, let him come to me.” 
Did words and thoughts like 
these quicken the feet of 
Mary as_ she climbed the 
temple stairs for her church- 
ing, The Very Little One 
pressed warm upon her 
breast, and the littlest appro- 
priate offering beating their 
white wings against the 
wooden bars? It was a day 
for little things. Everything 
was little but the words she 
heard concerning the Light 
to enlighten the gentiles, and 
the glory of her people, 
Israel, and the sword to cut 
her spirit. 

In this year of grace and 
terror, 1951, she stands, our 
Mediatrix, at the threshold 
of the eternal temple, not 
less burdened with her Son 
in the persons of the very 
little ones who cry. 

I have heard them cry. 

Where is there one who 
will give them place, the 





ek ye first 
Selon 


as 


materials needed. To bring 
the chapel to a satisfactory 
condition to say Mass, an- 
other thousand dollars is re- 
quired. 

In our need we turn with 
confidence to You, feeling 
that God will find in You a 
benefactor, willing to help us 
complete our project. 

With trust in God, with 
the guarantee of our ever- 
lasting gratitude and with 
the conviction that glory will 
be added to the Catholic 
Church in our midst, we 
shall await an encouraging 
response from You. Remem- 


bering these words of Eternal 
Truth: “Lay up to your- 
selves treasures in Heaven,” 
make a cheque or money 
order payable to—Yours sin- 
cerely in Our Lord, Reverend 
Father Germanin, Capuchin- 
Missionary, Toutes- Aides, 
Manitoba. 





little ones, or listen to their 
cry? Where is there one who 
will give them time, and a 
reason to keep trying? 
Where is there one who will 


"|call them together so that 


at least they will not be 
lonely? Where are they. who 
will work for them, who will 
work with them, who will 
ease their sorrows and their 
heavy burdens so they will 
no longer cry? 

Or must they, too, be 


crucified? 


Hail Holy Queen 


By Lavada Ward Strona 














Queen of Heaven. Mystical 
Rose. Mother of God. Be- 
cause you did small things 
well, patiently, humbly. Be- 
hold the handmaid of the 
Lord. Be it done unto me 
according to Thy word. 

Help me, my mother, to 
follow in your paths, my 
steps lightened by your ex- 
ample. My smallest act be 
glorified by my intention. 

Holy Mary, pray for us. 


OU 


Besides. 





O, Ye of 
Little Faith 


‘ By 
Lavada Ward Strona 








\ 


Troubled and in doubt. Like 
Martha who worried in the 
presence of Truth. 

Know you not the stars in 
their courses are a part of 
a divine plan? That within 
you lies a spark of divinity 
awaiting perfect faith? 
That the desolation of 
spirit that is yours will go 
when you raise your eyes? 

Raise your eyes not to the 
top of the hills. Higher. To 
the portals of Heaven. 
Then will all doubt abiding 
in you out, and life become 
a prayer, 

And you walk in the Light 
and the Way, your very 
tears balm for a wounded 





spirit. Perfect love casteth 


out fear. 








Engagement 











Rita is engaged. Well do 
I know, that all those who 
have come to Madonna 
House for the past three 
years will be interested in 
this bit of flash news. 

For Rita, who has been 
working with us at Madonna 
House for all of that time, 
is the exception to the gen- 
eral rule ... for she is popu- 
lar both with boys and girls. 
And that ain’t easy as every 
gal knows! 

A beautiful girl Rita, beau- 
tiful and good. Clifford 
Chepeskie is indeed a lucky 
man, and we wish the pair, 
all the happiness in the 
world. They both deserve it. 

When I heard the joyous 
news, I immediately thought 
of showers, but then I felt 
sad, that so many of Rita’s 
friends will not be able to 
come. Why not a shower by 
mail, said I? and indeed why 
not? 

A future bride needs so 
many things that are easy to 
send by mail . . . luncheon 
sets, pillow cases, handker- 
chiefs, towels— guest, bath, 
hand, kitchen and the like. 
Every room of the house 
from kitchen up, has hund- 
reds of mailable items. . 
and I am not even going to 
try and ennumerate them. 
Why spoil the fun of select- 
ion. I leave it to each and all 
of you, her friends. Just send 
it along by mail...to... 
MISS RITA PERRIER, 
COMBERMERE, ONTARIO, 
CANADA. 


FREEDOM 


Unevness no longer troubles 














me. 

Wealth is the same to me as 
poverty. 

Illusion I have cast away, 

Without myself I long to 
stay. 

Myself I leave. 

Who lives beyond his 
thought, he shall not 
grieve. 

You ask how from illusion I 
withdrew? 

When perfect union in my- 
self I knew? 

Only that union is not vain 
That takes the sting from 
love and pain. 

Myself I leave, 

Who lives beyond his 
thought, he shall not 
grieve. 

Since I was drowned in 
depths, nothing could 
force 

My lips to speech. I lost my 
very tongue. 

Thus God into Himself has 
taken me. 

Myself I leave. 

And in this darkness I no 
longer grieve. 

Since now again my life is at 
its source, 

I cannot age. I am forever 
young. 

The gifts of earth have all 
forsaken me. 

Their powers leave. 

Who lives beyond his 

thought, he shall not 

grieve. 


—Anonymous 
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